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higher stage. I certainly remember a large dinner set
out in the summer Embassy at Therapia when the
napkins ran in rows like the bishops' mitres in en-
gravings of the Diet of Worms; and the soft
Bosphorus sunset slid across the white dinner table in
slatted shafts of orange and of blue. I remember also
Moroccan dinner tables ; the Iris Tingitana and the
white broom, on such occasions, became a covert
among which nestled little silver bowls for sweets.
There were candied rose leaves and candied violet
leaves, and sugared almonds of all colours, and
crystalised cherries, and a curious sweet which con-
sisted of two halves of a walnut sandwiching
some glutinous substance. These condiments arrived
half-yearly in sealed bottles from the Army and Navy
stores. Madrid also, in that beautiful and incon-
venient Embassy of 1905, represented an ascension
towards the magnificent. The Madrid dining-room
looked out upon the courtyard; and there was a
smell of stables mingling, not unpleasantly, with the
scent of food. The walls were of scarlet damask and
between the huge royal portraits there were golden
sconces for electric light which would flick and wink
when some dray rumbled on the cobbles outside*
Upwards again I ascend to the oval dining-room at
St. Petersburg with the long supper room beyond;
the picture is one of hothouse fruit and flowers upon
separate tables, and mauve shades> and mouse-coloured
pile, and many footmen in shirt sleeves and velvet
breeches placing huge candelabra in the centre of each
table ; and circle upon circle of small gilt chairs.

Yet in all my experience no table has ever seemed
so lavish or so grand as that which, on that May